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"What! you have read the " Contes Drolatiques " without the permission of your husband of love ? Inquisitive one! 0 my angel, it needs a heart as pure as yours to read and enjoy " Le Peche veniel." That's a diamond of naivete'. But, dearest, you have been very audacious. I am afraid you will love me less. One must know our national literature so well, the grand, majestic literature of the seventeenth century, so sparkling with genius, so free in deportment, so lively in words which, in those days, were not yet dishonoured, that I am afraid for my-self. I repeat to you, if there is something of me that will live, it is those Contes. The man who writes a hundred of them can never die. Re-read the epilogue of the second dizain and judge. Above all, regard these books as careless arabesques traced with love. What do you think of the "Succube" ? My dear beloved, that tale cost me six months of torture. I was ill of it. I think your criticisms without foundation. The trial of the supposed poisoners of the Dauphin was held at Moulin's, by Chancellor Paget, before the captivity of Francois I.; I have not the time to verify it. Catherine de' Medici was Dauphine in 1536,1 think. Yes, the battle of Pavia was in 1525; you are right. I think you are right as to the Connetable; it was Due Francois de Montmorency who married the Duchesse de Farnese. But all that is contested. I-will verify it very carefully, and will correct it in the second edition. Thank you, my love; enlighten me, and for all the faults you find, as many tender thanks. Nevertheless, in these Contes there must be incorrectnesses ; that Js the usage ; but there must not be lies.
Enough said, my beloved love, my darling Eva. Here is nearly half a night employed on you, in writing to you. Mon Dieu, return it to me in caresses! I must, angel, resume my collar of misery; but it shall not be until I have put here for you all the flowers of my heart, a thousand tendernesses, a thousand caresses, all the